FLORENCE

April

BELLS CHIME OUT all day from the campaniles of this
lovely city; one side of the River Arno must be talking to
the other. The towers seemingly have a great deal to say
to one another, but I doubt that their conversation has
altered much since the days of Giovanni di Medici, who
died in 1429,

Florence is a perfect salon in the baronial mansion of
Italy; in it are all the smallest yet the rarest treasures of
the house. The room must be kept bright and light to
show off their beauty; that is why, when it rains, Florence
looks like a lovely woman in evening dress sheltering
beneath a leaking umbrella.

Rome has its magnificence, so much improved by
MussoM's great work; Venice has its Grand Canal;
Naples has towering Vesuvius, with Pompeii beneath it;
Florence has its perfect miniature beauty, so dear-cut and
well defined.

I am not going to define this beauty for you. The task
of dealing with such world-renowned places as the
Uffizi Gallery, the National Museum, the Archaeological
Museum, and the Palazzi Vccchio, Medici and Pitti is
better in the hands of Ruskin, whose "Mornings in
Florence" is a work of sheer delight, and of E. V. Lucas,
under whose tuition you cart become the perfect
"Wanderer in Florence,"

The Florentine has a quick brain; his sense of humour
is acute, unlike that of the Roman, and he is rapier-like
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